DAYS WITHOUT END
id) appears from the dining-room at left.    She is a
middle-aged Irishwoman with a kindly face.
MARGARET.    Yes, Madame ?
ELSA. Hasn't the afternoon paper come yet, Mar-
garet ?
MARGARET. No, Madame, not yet. (Then with kindly
reproof^} Didn't you take a nap like you promised you
would ?
ELSA. I couldn't get to sleep. But I do feel rested,
so don't begin to scold me. (She smiles and Margaret
smiles lack^ a look of devoted affection lighting up her face!)
MARGARET. You have to take care. The flu's a bad
thing the way it leaves you weak after. And you're
only out of your bed two days.
ELSA. Oh, I'm really quite well again. And I was
too excited to sleep. I kept thinking of Mr. Loving's
uncle.
(The telephone in the hall rings and Margaret goes
toward the door in rear to answer *Y.)
Heavens, I hope that isn't he now. Mr. Loving phoned
me he told him to come early. But surely he wouldn't
this early !
MARGARET (disappears in the hall. Her 'voice comes}.
Just a moment and I'll see if she's in. (She appears
again in the doorway!) It's Mrs. Hillman calling to see
you, Madame.
ELSA. Oh, I'm glad. Tell h'er to come right up.
(Margaret disappears and is heard relaying this instruction.
Then she appears in the hall outsifo the doorway, waiting
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